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EDITORIAL INTRODUCTION. 

This admirable and popular farce was written by the Right 
Honourable the Earl of GlengaU, some years ago, and first pro- 
duced at the Haymarket Theatre, the part of Doctor O' Toole 
being originally sustained by the celebrated Connor, to whose 
rich brogue, chaste but exquisite humor, and admirable acting, 
the noble author is indebted for its first favourable impression, 
and much of its continued popularity. 

When the late lamented and giited actor, Tyrone Power, was 
die melo-dramatic hero of the Adelphi Theatre, he absolutely 
refused to appear in the part of Doctor O' Toole (afterwards one 
of his best performances), because it was an Irishman ; and po- 
sitively declared ^* he would throw up his engagement, rather 
than attempt a representation likely to injure him in his profes- 
sion." 

The delineators of this class of characters seem to regard Dr. 
O' Toole with much afiection. The situations throughout the 
piece are effective, without being forced ; and the whole afiair 
is within the bounds of at least ^* farce*' probabilities. 

Among the present personators of ** Irish eccentricities,*' Mr. 
Leonard stands pre-eminent as Dr. O* Toole. His brogue, ex- 
pression, and inimitable dance, are things to be heard and seen 
to be properly appreciated. 



CAST OF CHARACTERS. 

Pork, 1846. 
Terry O' Bouke (alias Dr. O' Toole) - - Mr. Leoaard. 

Dr. Flail " Povey. 

Charles " Satherland. 

Tillwell " Fisher. 

Beadle " Gallot. 

Bosa BAiss Kate Horn. 

Maiy - - - - • - - Mrs. Knight. 



CCSTUMES. 

J%e Costumes are those of the present day, except that Dr, O 
Toole is clothed with black coat, vest, breeches, and silk slock" 
ingSf bushy wig, canonical hat, and cane. 



EXITS AND ENTBANOES. 

B. means Right ; L. Left; B. D. Right Door; L. D. Left Door; 
8. B. Second Entrance; U. E. Upper Entrance; M. D. Middle Door, 

BELATTVE POSITIONS. 
B., means Right; L., Left; C, Centre; B. C, Right of Centre; 
L. C, Left of Centre. 



THE IRISH TUTOR. 



ACT I. 

Scene I. — A Gfarden, — TiUwelVs House on one side, a waU^ 
ifc, — Garden Chair, r., near House. 

Mart discovered, seated at toork — she comes forward. 

Mary. Heigb, ho ! bow I hate working ; I wbh I was 
a fine lady, and had nothing to do but look out of the win- 
dow all the morning, and then ring the bell to know what 
sort of a day it is, or to make the servant pick up my 
pocket handkerchief, which I dropped on purpose. 

Enter Rosa, on tiptoe, from the House, r. s. e. 

Rosa. Mary, Mary, is my uncle gone ? 

Mary. Yes, miss, he is gone. But what can briivg you 
out again so soon ] it is not ten minutes since you were 
sent to your room, to study your lessons. 

Rosa. That is true, but one cannot study all day, Mary : 
ah, me ! I am so desperately in love, I do not know what 
to do ! Heigh ho ! 

Mary. So am I, miss. — Heigh ho ! 

Rosa. But 1 neyer was so much in love before, Mary; 
ob, dear ! 

Mary. I am very poorly, too ;— oh, law ! — but Miss Ro- 
sa, how does it happen that your uncle is so desirous to 
keep you and your cousin, Mr. Charles, from seeing each 
other ] ever since the dear young man came back from 
Westminster school, he has done nothing but watch you 
both. 

Rosa. That's of no use, though, if Charles and I take 
it into our heads to meet 
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Charles appears at the Gate, c. 

Chas, Rosa, Rosa, it's only me, only your cousin. 

Mary. Only you— oh ! oh ! — I suppose you have both 
been studying the same book on each side of the wall, and 
now are going to compare notes. 

Chas, V ery likely. Egad ! I believe my father wishes 
me to become a second Solon, he teases me so about read- 
ing ; but instead of Homer, Horace, and Virgil, give me 
red cossacks, gilt spurs, and a fountain tie. 

Rosa, I think you have been quite long enough at 
school. 

Ckas, Yes, to learn that you are beautiful; that the 
sweetness of your heart is alone to be equalled by. thei 
brilliancy of your eyes ; that you are a perfect angel ; 
that you love me ; and that I never shall love any other but 
your dear self. 

Rosa, You have learned quite enough, I think. 

Mary, Yes ; I heard my uncle, Dr. Flail, tell your fa- 
ther, that the young men now-a-days knew a grpat deal 
too much, too B9on : do they ] 

Chas. Why, I believe they do know a thing or two ; — 
but my knowledge consists m knowing that L love Rosa^ 
so to the devil with books^ say I ; one cannot read when 
one's in love. 

Rosa. But when one is married, they say one can. 

Chas. True ; but then we may study together ; here's 
poor Mary, who knows nothing of all this. 

Mary. But indeed I do ; I am as much in love as any 
body else ; it's very hard if an innocent young girl like me, 
cannot fall in love as well as my betters, particularly as I 
have nothing but my character to depend upon. I have ne- 
ver done any work since 1 went to London with my aunt ; 
I havn't even hemmed this apron, though I have been at it 
these two months. 

Rosa. Do tell us all about it ; is he handsprae ? young 1 
does he keep good company ? 

Mary. He has always lived vnth gentlemen ;. he is a 
charming man, not like our village folks,-- such a fine coaty 
all covered with gold-lace ! 

Rosa, A gold-laced coat ! 

Mary, Yes, and a gold-laced hat, too, and such a code- 
ade! 
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CTuLs. I understand — ^he is either a parish-beadle, a two- 
penny post-boy, or some gentleman's servant 

Mary. He is ; but he told me that his master, before he 
made his fortune, was no better than himself; so why 
should not he become a rich man ? — but, heigho ! I have 
not heard from him these six months ; oh, dear ! I shall 
die ! 

Ch<is. Poor Mary ! — ^but when we are married, we will 
endeavour to find him out for you. 1 suspect, however, 
there is some plot forming against us. 

Mary. How so ? 

Chas. Your uncle, the schoolmaster, and my father, are 
always in close consultation. 

Mary, No good can come of that. 

Rosa. Do they suspect that we mean to go to the ball 
in the village to-night 1 

Mary. No, no, — for I heard your uncle order his car- 
riage at four o'clock, as he dined at Parson Scrapeall's — 
it must be something else. 

Clias. Then we must out-manoeuvre them ; — ^but here 
comes my father ; be off, run — [Exeunt Rosa and Mary,] 
I shall follow you in a moment. — Now to escape this way, 
if I can, unperceived. [JEndeavaurs to creep off slUy, 

Enter Tillwell, r. 

Till, Stop, sir, stop, what are you at ? do you call this 
reading ] — I thought you were studying, instead of which, 
I catch you creeping about the garden like a caterpillar. 

Chas, I have been studying, sir, — getting some beautiful 
flights of fancy by heart. 

Till, Let me hear them, sir, — if you have got them by 
heart. 

Chas, Your sudden appearance, sir, has driven them 
away ; they will return presently, sir. 

Till, Nonsense, sir — 'twas not that way I made my for- 
tune, — no, but by close application ; up at six, and never 
stirred from my desk until I had dotted up every variation 
of the funds, looked over the bulls and bears, and scratched 
out the lame ducks — I regret, certainly, that business pre- 
vented me from reading ; however, sir, I have made up 
my mind with regard to you. 

Cha9m May I ask the result 1 
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TiU, You shall know soon enough, — perhaps to-day; 
in the mean time, you are at liberty. 

Ckas, [Ande,] Them I am off to Rosa — a plot, by Ju- 
piter ! [Exit, R. s. E. 

TO/. Yes, I every hour feel my want of education; he, 
however, shall be well informed. 

Enter Dr. Flail, l. 

Flail. They say she is here, Mary — Oh, Mr. Tillwell, 
your most obedient, very humble sei*vant — I was seeking 
for my niece. You look extremely flourishing to-day, sir; 
charming weather, sine die, no rain, as Horace says. 

Till. You are welcome. Dr. Flail, always welcome; 
how does it happen that your school is over so early to- 
dayl 

Flail. In consequence of the ever-to-be-lamented de- 
cease of the much-respected Mrs. Shandy, Mrs. Flail's 
grand aunt, who died of indigestion, I have given the boys 
a half-holiday on the melancholy occasion ! — Have you 
considered of that business, sir, we last talked upon ! 

TOZ. Yes, I shall follow your advice. 

Flail. Recte Domine — fiat lux ! right, sir ; depend up- 
on it, sir, severity, rigid severity, is the only system of ^du-, 
cation to pursue, if you mean to do a boy real good 
make it a rule, whenever the head is slow in answering, 
immediately to apply to the tail for further information, 
and that pretty briskly, — its effects are astounding^^^.^^'OE^ 
sir, you might, among a thousand, know a boy who has 
passed through my hands — but your son is too old to be 
treated like a boy — too old. 

Till. I agree with you. 

Flail. Therefore you want a most impressive, powerful- 
minded tutor for him ; one who would live in your house. 

Till. Certainly, right. 

Flail. [Aside.] It hits. — Who would dine at your table 
daily. 

Till. To be sure ; besides, I mean to give this tutor 
two hundred pounds a-year — no man of genius would re- 
ceive less. 

Flail. [Aside.] I am a made man — two hundred pounds 
a-year ! oh, sir, you are too — 

Till, Yes, two hundred pounds a-year, and the gentle- 
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man I have pitched upon is a person of the most exquisito 
talent, whose erudition is alone to be equalled by his po- 
lite breeding, — that gentleman is— is coming to-day ; I 
have lost no time in finding one since you gave me the 
idea, — I shall always remember that it is to you alone I 
owe it ; good morrow, Dr. Flail. [Exit into House, r. 

Flail, But, my dear sir, my great anxiety, my affection, 
— Oh, damn your remembrance, since you have forgotten, 
me now — an ignorant, stockjobbing, ratcatching, old quill- 
driver ! 

Enter Mary Jrom Hotue, 

Mary. Dear uncle, what's the matter t 

Flail, Lodge in his house, too ! 

Mary, What can have happened 1 

Flail, Dine at his table, too — 

Mary, Oh, Uncle Flail — how is this 1 

Flail, I have lost all this, and two hundred pounds a- 
year into the bargain ; my whole school is not worth half 
the money — 1*11 flog every boy in it before dinner; oh, 
that I had old Tillwell for a pupil, Pd discipline him smart- 
ly, T would — 

Mary, Discipline old Mr. Tillwell ! 

Flail, Or old Mr, Methusalem, either, — oh, dear! only 
think, old Tillwell has sent to London for a tutor for 
Charles, — for some stupid numskull, or inflated pedantic 
booby: as if I was not on the spot, the very man to suit 
him. 

Mary, Very true, — what an oversight ! 

Flml, But we will conspire against this tutor ; set the 
parish against him; invent lies against him; make mis- 
chief between him and the servants ; we will root him 
out ; only. let me know when he arrives. 

[Exit Juriotisly, l. 

Mary, So, this is the plot against Charles ; I shall tell 
him all this directly, — who have we here ] 

Dr, O'Toole, [ Without, l.J By your lave, sir, by your 
lave, I have neither thrunks, portmantils, or vallases, — 

Enter Dr. O'Toole, l. 

Them saddle-bags only is mine; I always lave my luggage 
behind me at home when I thravel, that I may have it 
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handy, if I want to clane myself when I am dirty ; I make 
a mighty dasint appearince. So now for ould TiUwell, — 
halloo, there ! is there no one to presint me 1 

Mary, Who can this be 1 

Dr, O* T. [Hardly noticing her.] Oh, young woman, in- 
form Mr. Tillwell that the lamed master of arts, he ex- 
pected to-day, is just dropped at his door by the short 
coach. Hurry, now, hurry. 

Mary, Bless me ! it must be him ; yes, though likenes- 
ses are so deceptive, still — [Exit slowly into the Homse. 

Dr. O* T, How the crature stares ! does she take me for 
a bonassus, or the American sea-sarpint ! I should be 
mightily surprised if any one recognised me, as I hardly 
recognise myself in my master's clothes, who, having ac- 
cepted the situation of tutor to ould TiUwelFs child, but 
being too ill to undertake it, writes ould Tillwell a letter 
to turn him off, which letter I don't put into the post as he 
tould me, but into this pocket-book ; so taking my wages, 
and his clothes, I came here as Dr. O' Toole himself, — two 
hundred a-year, ateing and dhrinking, too ! That will do 
for a while, but the learning; I have a choice smattering 
of Latin, picked up by waiting behind parsons, dissinting 
prachers, attorneys, and the like ; och ! it will do ! as for 
Greek, och ! I'm bothered, och ! instead, I'll teach young 
Tillwell elegant Irish, in the mother tongue, and give him 
the raal accint, too. Here he comes. 

Enter Tillwell, from the House, r. s. e. 

Till. Dr. O'Toole, I am proud to see you ; delighted, 
sir, to have a gentleman of your refined talents, an in- 
mate in my house. 

Dr. O'T. So am I, sir; you flatther me, sir. 

TUl. You are modest, sir 

Dr. O'T. I am, sir. 

Till. I admire talent so much, sir, though I have never 
studied myself, that instead of renumerating those who 
possess it, I could almost wish to change places with them. 

Dr. O' T. With the greatest pleasure imaginable, sir ; 
people of our profession are very apt to change places ; 
but I am dying to see my little pupil — I'll sarve him wil- 
lingly, I mane, instruct him with all my heart, teach him 
all I know, which, if he follows my system, will not take 
him long to lam. 
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Till. But lie is not so young as you appear to tliink ; lie 
is twenty-one, and already much advanced. 

Dr, O' T. Oh, houly Paul ! I thought he was an urchin 1 

Till, No, no, he is a perfect master of Latin. 

Dr, O* T. Then I need not lam him that same. 

Till. He understands Mathematics, Algebra, Metaphy- 
sics, and Lode. 

Dr, O'T. By your lave, then, sir, if he knows so much 
already, what am I to teach him 1 

Till. I wish you to finish his education, to— to form his 
manners, to— 

Dr. 0*T. I have it, honey — och ! you mane me to give 
him the finishing brush, the complate polish, I'm the boy 
for that — [As if cleaning a hoot — recovers himself. — Aside.] 
In the boot-hole again. 

Till. Exactly — ^you are right — to fit him for society, for 
the best company. 

Dr. O' T. Say no more about it ; 111 teach him not to 
swear at the sarvints, not to sind them of messages, nor 
to make too free with the housemaids ather. 

Till. Yes, yes, of course, but that's not all. 

Dr. O' T. No, not all ; but we think a dale of that, it's 
part of my system. 

Till. Very good, sir; I must, however, inform you of 
one thing, — ^he is in love with his cousin, my niece ; I in- 
tend they should marry, but not yet — you understand me. 

Dr. O* T, Sartinly, not till he has the polish complate. 

Till. [Aside,] This is the very man I wanted. — I hope, 
sir, your residence here will be ag^eable to ypu ; you 
will find a very delightful acquaintance in the village, a 
brother instructor. Dr. Flail, a great scholar — ^but you will 
puzzle him, no doubt ; I will introduce him to you. 

Dr. G*T. [Aside\ Til be blown before I'm warm in the 
house. [Tillwell rings the door-bell, — O* Toole turns sud- 
denly.] Coming. 

Till. [Surprised.] Whati 

Dr. O' T. Oh, I mane some one is coming. [Aside.] In 
the pantry again. 

Enter Mary, toith a hunch of keys, r. 8. e. 

Till. Oh, Mary, follow us, and show Dr. O'Toole to his 
apartment I will send my son to you, sir. 
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[Exeunt cerenumiotuly into the howe^ r. s. e. 
Mary, I am quite pontive that is him. [Exit^ r. s. e. 

Scene II. — A Drawing-Room, — A table and ttoo Chairs. 
Enter Mart, showing in Dr. O'Toole. 

Mary, This way, sir, this way — ^it is him. 

Dr, O'T. This Dr. Flail bothers me; but the father is 
a common fool, I see, therefore I shall be sinse carrier to 
the family, and have a sinecure place of it into the bargain. 

Mary, I can bear it no longer, Terry O'Rourke, I 
say, Terry I 

Dr, O'T, Who's calling? Oh, murther! 1*11 be con- 
founded now ! 

Mary, 'Tis he, 'tis he \ 

Dr, 0*T, [Looking at her,\ Och! upon my conscience! 
it's the little girl I promised to make a man of, by making 
her Mrs. O'Rourke. [Resuming his impudence,] I'll thank 
you to lade me to my apartment. [Aside,\ I'll swear her 
out honestly. 

Mary, How dare you behave so, you brute 1 do you 
pretend not to know me 1 

Dr, O' T, [Aside,] I'd have been a happy man, if I ne- 
ver had been bom. Upon my credit, 1 never saw you 
before ; the crature's comprehinsion is disorthered. 

Mary, [Crying.] You'll break my heart ! 

Dr, 0' T, Now she has began to cry, there's no reason 
why she should ever stop ; no, no, my dear, you are wrong, 
indeed you are, I'm not him ; you mistake me, very natu- 
rally, for some other blackguard that has ill-trated you. — 
[Aside.] Oh, kill me ! but the girls were always the ruin 
of the O'Rourkes and O'Tooles. 

Mary, [Crying,] I — I — will unmask your villainy, I 
vrilll 

Dr,G*T, Och, then, we are both bothered entirely; 
think of your own interest ; I am your own dear Terry 
O'Rourke, but at presint I'm my master, Dr. O'Toole. 
[Kneels, she cries,] There, there, honey, jewel, dry your 
winkers, dry them ! Oh, muither, murther ! 

Enter Tillwell, l. — Mary runs off^ r., dropping her keys. 
Till, What, what do I see, eh ? 
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Dr. O'T. \Ande.\ Ould TiUwell, by all that's houly !— 
I dare say, sir, that you are after thinking that I was on 
my knees ; not at all, not in the laste. 

TiU. But you are still, doctor. 

Dr, O^T, [Ruing and picking up the keys.] Why, I be- 
lieve, sir, it had rather the appearance of it ; the^ — the lit- 
tle child dropped them kayes, which 1 picked up rather 
awkwardly, I'll allow. 

TiU. Oh, oh, Doctor, you are gallant. 

Dr. O* T. By no manes ; civility is part of my system. 

Till. An odd system, yours. Doctor, I think. 

Dr. O* T. You think — then I presume you pretind to 
think that you have more sinse than I ; that you know 
better than I ; do you pretind to doubt my sy8,em 1 

Till. No, no, sir ; I pretend to no such thing. 

Dr. O* T. Then I am asy — ^for if you thought yourself 
a more sinsible man than me, 1 ought to give you the ate- 
ing and dhrinking, and the two hundred pounds a-year you 
give xae-^\Aside!\ Which would not be quite convanient 
at this presint ; that's mathematics. 

Till. What you say is true enough, though somewhat 
curiously expressed ; but you Irish gentlemen of talent 
have extraordinary methods of communicating information. 
I came to announce Dr. Flail and my Charles — here they 
are. 

Enter Flail and Charles, l. 

Doctor Flail, Doctor O'Toole. 

Dr. 0*T. [To Flail.] I am extremely proud at the ho- 
nour you intind me, sir, by making my well known ac- 
quaintance. 

Flail. Sir, your most obedient. [Coldly. 

TiU. This is my son Charles, Doctor. 

Dr. O' T. A very choice young gintlemen, by my faith. 

Chas. [Aside.] Oh ! Mary is right ! 

Flail. [Aside!] Now to attack this pantheon of erudi- 
tion. — Sir, if I may make so bold, may I request some in- 
sight into your system of education ] 

Dr. O* T. Oh, you are heartily welcome —mine is the 
ould tie-wig, orthodox system. 

TiU. Listen, Charles ; this conversation will be instruc- 
tive. 
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Ffail, Oh, orthodox — ^hem ! then, sir, yoa do not belong 
to any of those new lights ! 

Dr. 0*T. [Aside,] Belong to the new lights ! what does 
he mane 1 och ! he manes the gas. — No, sir, I do not be- 
long to any of those new lieht companies ; I wish I did ; 
I think them very useful indeed, particularly when one is 
in the dark, though, to be sure, they sometimes smell very 
offensively. 

Flail. [Aside,] What can he mean 1 the new lights 
smell very offensively ! egad, I don't like him ; I'll try 
him again, however. — I understand you, sir: as you are 
so orthodox, sir, may I ask your opinion of that new Lan- 
caster system ? 

Dr, 0*T. Lancaster system, sir ! I never was at Lan- 
caster, sir, in all my life ; I know nothing about it, sir ; 
don't know a street in it : I came from Ballyragget, in the 
county of Kilkenny, all the way, now, sir ! 

Chas. The two blockheads will unmask themselves. 

Flail. [Aside.] He is an ignoramus. I'll pulverise him. 
Then, sir, since you know nothing about Lancaster, what 
say you to that system of Bell's ? 

Vr, 0*T, Och I now I'll answer you in a crack; you 
have just hit it, that's my subject. I'll answer Bell's 
against any man in Europe, upstairs, or down stairs; I've 
been at it all my life, nothing has given me so much trou- 
ble. I know every note, from the parlour — [Aside,] — Oh, 
blood and turf, I'll be in the pantry again. [Resuming.] 
Yes, sir, upon bells, as Hamulus and Ramus says, in his 
first book upon— in his second chapter of — where he proves 
that this and that, and the other is the other, and this and 
that, — oh, it is beautifully written ! if I change a word of 
the text, tell me, where he decides, that true philosophy 
is raal Chiropodiston. Now, sir, after what I have said, 
there is nothmg more to be said ; — so what have you to 
say] 

Flail. [Aside,] I am astonished, he's a genius ! — I say, 
sir — 

Dr, O* T, 1 differ with you there, sir — 

Flail, I say, that any man, who would put such a book 
as Romulus and Remus into a child's hand, would put the 
— the Heathen Conchology ! 

Dr. 0*T. So I would, sir— 



SctBisII.] THE IKISH TUTOR. 16 

FlaU. There's a fellow, there !— there ! 

Dr, C T. No, no, not unless the child could not read, — 
then it could not do any great dale of harm ; you'll allow 
that, I suppose. 

Flail . On, sir, you are exposed ; own it, it's plain ; oh, 
you are beat, beat. 

Dr, G* T. Bate, bate, och ! by all the powers, if it's bat- 
ing you've come to, that's another part of my system ! — so 
here's at you, you sop — his — ter. — [Flies at Flail, who 
cries for mercy^ — TiRwdVaad Charles ptish Flail off, 6fc., to 
save him — exit Flail, t.] Go to the devil, you booby, with 
your Lancastors and Bells — give me ould Day and Mar- 
tin. However, sir, I've proved that fellow a fool — och, sir, 
he tried to hide ignorance by getting into a passion, a com- 
mon trick. 

Till, Very true, doctor; I knew you would puzzle him 
— right, right ; however, as I fear his temper must be a 
little ruffled, I will see after him.— In the mean time, do 
you and my son converse a little — become acquainted. 

[Exit^ L. 

Cha^, Better acquainted than he thinks. 

X>r. O' T. Huzza ! I've gained the day ; Ballyragget 
forever ! thank God, I've elegant lungs ! — Erin go bragh ! 

Chas, Halloo, you, sir, bawling there ! 

Dr, O' T, Halloo, sir, hoy, hoy ; I must tache you con- 
descinsion and polite breeding, I see ! 

Chas. Oh, nonsense, nonsense ; Mary has told me all — 
all about it. 

Dr, 0*T. And I dare say she will tell you a dale more, 
if you listen to her. 

Chas,- Pooh, pooh ! I know you, Terry O'Rourke, who 
used to play the fiddle for us so well, at Lord Blaniey's, 
in Con naught-place. 

Dr, O* T, Och, I'm blown ! och, Mary ! well, sir, since 
you have found me out, I'll be candid, and own myself Mr. 
O'Rourke. 

Chas, Egad ! you have the impudence of the devil to 
attempt this trick. 

Dr. O^T, Why, sir, they have tould me that I had im- 
pudence enough to set up an assurance-office. 

Chas, And if you failed, 'twould not be for want of ca- 
pital, — but keep our secret, and we will keep yours. 
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Dr. O'T. And will I keep the 200Z. a-year, ateing and 
dhrinking ? 

Gha*, Certainly. Now, Terry, that we understand 
each other, Til explain : my father goes out to dinner to- 
day ; when he is off, we mean to go to the dance in the 
village ; if we should be found out there, you must swear 
through thick and thin, we did not stir from the house ; 
Tve a visit to make before starting, so brush my coat, 
while I put on another neckcloth. 

Dr. 0* T. Oh, sir, a Master of Arts like me, to brush a 
coat! 

Chas. Terry O'Rourke ! 

[Throws him his coat and exitf r. 

Dr. G*T. If I must, I must, there's no choice left— it's 
a great sinking in poetry, this, — [Hangs coat over a chair ^ 
and hrtishes or beats it.] but 2001. a-year, ateing -and dhrink- 
ing. [Singing. 
Enter Tillwell, l. 

Till. Before I go, Doctor — ^halloa ! how now ! what, 
brushing my son's coat ! 

Dr. C T. [Aside,] Oh, murther, murther ! what, what'll 
I do ? — ^Yes, sir, yes, sir, — but be asy : say nothing about 
it ; hould your noise ; it's aqually a part of my system. 

. Till. This is most astonishing : one moment on your 
knees to the housemaid, at another, brushing my son's 
coat ! it's beyond my comprehension. 

Dr. O' T. That it might asily be ! but wait, and you 
shall have a diluted elucidation of my maning. 

Chas. [ Within.] Bring me my coat, look sharp. 

Dr, O' T. There, there, he's waiting for it : just let me 
hurry with it to him — I tould you so. 

Till. No, sir, I insist upon it, that you do not ; let him 
wait and learn respect to his superiors. 

Dr. O'T. [Aside.] I'll be killed immadiately. 

Enter Charles, quickly , r. 

CJia^. The deuce take you, why don't you bring me my 
coat ? I've a great mind to^ — [Sees Till, — appears abashed. 

Dr, O' T, Strike me, I dare say : what hinders you ? — 
[ To Till,] Now, sir, I'll give my pupil a lesson of the first 
quality and description^— [ T<? Chasi] Hark ye, sirrah ! 



ficEWE II.] THE IRISH TUTOR. 17 

hem ! [Aside.] it's all Betty Martin. — I have demaned my- 
self by brushing your coat, to tache you modesty — like 
the Romans and Thabans, I practise what I praach ; I, 
however, shall never dust your jacket again (if I can help 
it) ; take your coat, and lam that insolence to superiors 
laides youth into the pantry of iniquity and boot-hole of 
corruption. [Chas, affects to be much abashed.] Look at 
him, Mr. Till well ; there's repintance ! 

Till, I am quite astonished, indeed ! 

Dr, 0*T. [To Chas,] Remember, sir, that you don't for- 
get. 

TilL Your plan is admirable, and quite original ; oh ! 
he*s a great man. I had forgotten my business, however. 
I returned to tell you the principal thing : there are sports 
in the village this evening ; upon no account let him go, 
but come with me as far as my carriage, and I will explain 
myself fully. 

Dr. O'T He is net recovered yet, sir; oh ! he repints ! 
[Exeunt Tillwell and Dr. O^ Toole, significantly, l. 

Chas. Ha, ha, ha ! what luck I am in to have Terry 
O'Rourke for a tutor ! what good fortune ! ha ! ha ! 

Enter Rosa, r. 

Rosa. My uncle is just going, so we shall have the house 
to ourselves in a minute ; shall we throw it out of the win- 
dow, or what 1 

Chas. Have mercy on the staircase ; we will be off to 
the village the moment the coast is clear. 

Rosa. With all my heart. Mary has just told- me, that 
her old sweetheart, Terry O'Rourke, is come down as your 
tutor. [Both laugh. 

Enter Mart, l. 

Mary. Mr. Tillwell is gone to dinner — ^but just as he 
got into his carriage, one of my uncle's schoolboys gave 
him a letter ; it seemed to annoy him very much, but he is 
gone. 

Cha^. What could it be % oh, perhaps nothing ! never 
mind it. 

Mary. But that's not all : when he drove off. Dr. O'Toole 
came to me, and said he, " Mary, my dear, I've something 
tinder to say to you ; which is your room, my darling 1" 
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Rata, You, of course, did not tell him. 

Mary, Oh, no ! I did not tell him, I onlj pointed to the 
window, 80— BO— 

Chas, Oh, you innocent little angel ! but come, let's 
away to the village gayeties, and set fun and frolic going. 

[Exeunt^ l. 

Scene III, — A Village Green — Booths erected. 
The Beadle and groups of Country People discovered. 

1st Coun. Well, boys, but where can Mr. Charles be % 
we shall be all life when he comes. 

2d Coun. He be'ant gone to dine wi' the Parson Scrape- 
all— be he 1 

3d Coun, No, he be'ant — he w'amt dine wi' no man as 
g^ves his neighbor's ducks, and what not, to feed his 'quain- 
tances — I knows. Here'ara is, howsomever — hurra ! 

Enter Charles, Rosa, and Mary, l. u. e. 

All, Welcome, Mr. Charles, Miss Rosa. 

Chas, Thank ye kindly, good folks — ^now for mirth, for 
glee, for jollity ! 

Mosa. A dance, I say, a dance. 

AIL A dance, a dance. 

Bea. Yes, let us dance and be merry. 

[ With great seriousness, 

Chas, Here are lots of pretty girls, I hope they will 
soon have partners— /or life, eh f 

Bea, [Aside,] So do they, I dare say. 

Mary, But where *s the music 1 

1^^ Coun, Old Rosin, the fiddler, has got a litle beside 
hisself, you see, can't stand no how, — ^here is his fiiddle, 
however. 

Chas, This is unlucky, indeed ; oh, dear I 

Enter Dr. O'Toole, r. in a hurry, his dress disordered, 

Br, O T, I'm kilt, I'm kilt, I'm nearly murthered ; oh, 
my back, my back, my back is bruck ! 

Chas, What's the matter 1 halloo ! 

Dr, O' T, Oh, Mr. Charles, you here 1 oh, the dhrouUest 
advinture in the world ; I'll tell you all about it. Ocb ! 
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here you are, at the village sports^ just where your father 
tould you not to be. 

Chas. That's just why I came ; hould your prate, pick 
out a pretty girl, and give an Irish jig. 

Dr. 0*T. Oh! consider the dignity of my station! not 
but if I cho$e, I could cut it over the buckle with any man 
in Munster. 

Chas. I have it, then ; since you won't dance, you shall 
play — g^ve him the fiddle, — my tutor is. the best fiddler in 
^Europe : places, boys, places ! 

Dr.O'T. Oh! by no manes! consider the delicacy of 
my situation, — your tutor, — you would not debase me so 
much I 

Chas. No, I'll elevate you ; here, jump up on that bar- 
rel, or I'll knock you down : it will make a capital orches- 
tra. 

Dr. 0' T. Och ! my dignity is complately bothered. If 
1 must, I must, so here goes. 

\Gets on harrd — tkt Villagers range themselves, 
Chas. I dance with Rosa. 
Bea. And I with Miss Tabitha Jenkins. 
Dr. 0*T. Now, then, what'll you have ? Paddy O'Raf- 
ferty. Murphy de Lany, or Kiss my Lady 1 all's one to 
Dr. O' Toole ! [Plays — the dance goes on spiritedly — Beadle 
dances ridiculotisly^the Doctor gets very aniTnated^ 
and foots it on the barrel. 

Enter Till well, r. 

TiU. Charles, and Dr. O'Toole, too ! 

[Doctor hides the fiddle under his coat, 

Dr, O' T. Bothered to perdition ! I'm ruined entirely I 

Tin. Dr. O' Toole, this is beyond bearing. 

Dr. O' T. Why, sir, you see me here, I believe ; I am 
here, I think, sir ; but don't lay it at my door. When I 
left you, I found Mr. Charles here, so I came after him to 
take him off; it's as plain as a pikestaff. 

Till, But why, then, sir, should you be the person to 
play the fiddle for them ; to stand on that tub 1 

Dr. O'T. From a feeling I had, that if I did not play 
for them, these good people would show me the short cut 
to the horse-pond ; and as to the tub, 'tis a philosopher's 
place ; didn't one Thady Diogenes live in one 1 
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Enter Flail, r. running. 

Titt, I'll believe you no longer. 

Flail. I nearly broke his back with the broomstick. I 
wish I'd broke his head. 

Dr. G* T. That's not so asy ; 'tis thicker than you think; 
but upon my honour and conscience, my intintions were 
those of a gentleman. 

Till. Do you mean by that, sir, that you, a person in 
your high situation, would marry my niece's maid ] 

Dr. &T. A man of my dignity can afford to overlook 
little inequalities of rank. What fortune. Dr. Flail, has 
she] 

Flail. 6£400 ; if she chooses, she may marry you : I am 
only her guardian. 

Dr. O'T. Then, Mary, my jewel, you are mine ; consi- 
der yourself as Mrs. Rourke for the rest of your bom days. 

Bea. I'll set the bells ringing. < 

Dr. O' T. Oh, to the devil with your bells, I hate the 
sound of them ; stop till you're tould to ring ; but as Mr. 
Charles and Miss Rosa are going to be married, you can 
ring for us altogether. 

Till. What do you mean, sir ? who told you they were 
going to be married 1 

Dr. O' T. I am not quite sartin. 

Till. I can tell you, that I have discovered you to be an 
impostor ; for this letter informs me that the real Doctor 
O'Toole's bad state of health prevents his accepting my 
situation ; and so, sir, you are come in this disguise to 
cheat me. Who are you, sir 1 

Chas. Stop, I know him well ; he is an honest, good fel- 
low, though this trick may be rather against him ; still I 
will pledge myself that he shall make Mary a good hus- 
band ; we will take them into our service. 

Dr. O* T. Never fear but I'll do that thing ; and now, 
ladies and gentlemen, that I lave the parlour for the pantry 
again, I beg to assure you that, whenever you call at this 
house, I shall always feel the greatest pleasure in opening 
the door to receive your commands. 

THE END. 



JuH PvMithed, 108 Page*, Price only One ShiHing, 
THE CONDITIONS OP 

HEALTH AND LONG LIFE, 

WITH PRACTICAL DIRECTIONS FOR THEIR 
PRESERVATION AND ATTAINMENT, 

BY ROBERT CHAMBERS, 

OF EDINBURGH, 

EDITOR OF "Chambers's miscellany/' etc. sTa 

WITH NOTES AND ADDITIONS 

BT THE AMBBICAN EDITOR. 



This excellent little treatise on Health and Longevity 
is from the pen of Robert Chambers, of Edinburgh, — a 
gentleman whose varied attainments and practical common 
sense have ever been devoted to the best interests of his 
fellow men. The combination of the faculties referred to 
was never more beautifully illustrated than in the present 
instance, wherein the highest physiological truths are 
brought down to the capacity of the lowest understanding, 
and a Hand-Book of Health has been presented to the 
world, which, for its paramount truthfulness and simpli- 
city, will be acknowledged by every reader to be without 
a rival. 

In no country are the hints with which this treatise 
abounds more needed than in our own, where brain and 
body are so severely tasked to serve the passion of acqui- 
sition, or the nobler purposes of philanthropy and public 
enterprise. It will be seen that man must not confine him- 
self to one pursuit ; that aU the organs of the mind and 
body should be harmoniously exercised and developed ; 
and that many of the recreations and amusements which 
an unenlightened bigotry looks upon as inconsistent with 
genuine piety, are demanded by the hiehest necessities of 
of that nature with which it has pleased the Creator to en- 
dow us. 

BERFORD & CO., 2 Astor House, N. Y. 

Doek 8l Fliiliidelpllia, ud Janrte* Buildiaf , Baltfinonw 



I 



NEW WORK ON ETIQUETTE I 

MANNERS: 

OR, 

Etiquette for Ladies and 6eiitlemen« 

CONTAIHIirO 

THE RULES AND USAGES OF POLITE SOCIETY, 

WITH 

HINTS ON COURTSfflP & MATRIMONY, 

ALSO, 

WxttAimB for tt)t SoUtttt. 



Among all the works on Social Etiquette that have ap 
peared in this country, this claims the precedence both in 
point of novelty and good sense— embracing all that is 
Taluable in preceding works on the subject, with much 
new matter now for the first time made public. 

To all persons entering Society, or who wish to refresh 
their memories with a perusal of its obsenrances, " Man- 
ners'' will be found the most copious as well as the cheap- 
est manual. 

The concluding chapter on the economy of the Toilette, 
is full of useful hints, such as no gentleman or lady should 
be ignorant of. 

No young person should make her or his entrance into 
Society, without being in possession of all the knowledge 
conveyed in this excellent little Manual. 
Published by 

BERFORD & CO. 2 Astor House. 
PRICE ONE SHILLING. 



Jutt PuMithed, in 16mo., price One Shilling, 
THE AMERICAN 

LETTER-WRITER: 

BSiire 

PRACTICAL DIRECTIONS TO BE OBSERVED 
IN LETTER-WRITING, 

WITH 

Numerous Models of Letters in Affairs of Business, Love, 
Friendship, Social Relations, ifc. 

ALSO, 

FORMS OF A FEW LEGAL DOCUMENTS, 

AlfD Alf 

ABSTRACT OF THE POST-OFFICE LAW 
BY A MEMBER OF THE NEW YORK BAR. 



No lady's or gentleman's writing-desk should be with- 
out this serviceable little work. It contains excellent mo- 
dels of correspondence on all varieties of subjects, whether 
of business, love, friendship, or social inquiry. The ab- 
stract of the American Post Office laws will be found quite 
useful ; and the forms of legal documents are such as are 
likely to be continually wanted in the practical affairs of 
life. 

When it is considered that the character of a letter often 
makes or mars a young man's fortune, it will be readily 
admitted that too much care cannot be taken to attain 
correctness and ease in our correspondence. In the ac- 
complishment of these desirable ends, the "American 
Letter- Writer" will be found an invaluable auxiliary. 

BERFORD A ND* CO. 

Na % A8T0R HOUSE. 



TO THE THEATRICAL PROFESSION. 



CORBYN'S 

Dramatic and Musical Agency, 

No. 2 BARCLAY STREET, New York, 



(Under the Astor House.) 



W. Corb^ respectfully informs Managers of Theatres, Members of 
the Theatrical Profession, Musicians, and Stars about to visit, or now 
travelling through the United States, that he has opened an office at 
the above address, for the transaction of all business connected with 
the Theatrical and Musical Professions, including Special Agency for 
Theatres, Negociations between Managers and Actors, engagement of 
Artists in every department, the purchase and importation of Books, 
Music, Dresses and Properties, with every other branch of Dramatic 
Agency. W. C. will euso attend to the preparatory arrangements of 
getting up Concerts, or other exhibitions, for Artists who are miao- 
quaiuted with the routine of New York. 

It is impossible, in the commencement of an undertaking of this 
kind, to carry into immediate effect the whole plan of operations ; but ; 
with the assistance of his professional friends in Europe and America, 
W. C. believes he shall be able in a short time to establish on a per- 
manent basis, an Aoenct Office, offering, among other advantages, 
the following accommodations to the Protession : 

Ist A RegUter, whereiu may be found Aill and correct lists of the Companiee im 
every Theatre in the United States and the Canadas, with complete files of billa of 
the performances at each. j 

2d. Copies of all new pieces as soon as published here, or received fVom Enf land, 
for the early receipt of which arrangements have been made with a compeCaBt 
Agent resident in London. 
3d. Actors travelling through the Country, (bein^ Subtcribertt) may have tkeir 
I letters addressed to this office, whence they will be immediately forwarded to them, j 
- at whatever Theatre they may then be, thus avoiding the delay and loss, which to 
frequently occur to travelling Actors, in consequence of their fi«quent change of re. 
sidence. 

4th. Actors, Musicians, Dancers, or other Professional Artists, visiting America, 
can obtain full and authentic information on all subjects connected with travellinf 
professionally, in any part of this Continent, W. Corbyn haviVig, during hit prolbe- 
sional journeys through almost every section of the United States, and the Canadas, 
j and a portion of the West Indies, made himself acquainted with the most important 
facts and statistics required by Professional Travellers. 

5th. Managers or Actors requiring Musical Arrangements, adaptations or local- 
izations of Operas, Musical Dramas, Burlesques, Concerted Pieces, or Songs, can be ■ 
I accommodated at short notice for Orchestras or Bands of any number, an arrange- ' 
■* ment for this purpose having been entered into with a gentleman of the hi|^he«t 
grade in the musical profession. ; 

N.B. No Letters, Packages, or Parcels whatever, will be taken 
from tlie P^st Office, or the Express Agents, unless pre-paid. This j 
rule will be rigidly adhered to. 

W. CORBTN, 2 Barclay Street, K Y. \ 



P^^^BHj 


■ TflE ^^ I ^^ >»' ^n A AT V. 


^^L r«^rv#i -^ 




h ■ * ' ^ ■ ■ ■ 1 ■ . ■ 


1 




J ■ :U«|U!Rili)v rnOtkW, Ijii. tkmn 


^^ 


^1 


1 ^ ami-. 


:■■■ 


h, r^ 


Tb«l 1 


^1 pyvciit t*:tcViif«r: 


Bj hKUFOtlD Sc CO., 9 ^#/or i7o.it 


^o.., ^ 


r 


ta 



iiiiimi .0 

3 2044 019 4U>5 '^ 




THE BORROWER WILL BE CHARGED 
AN OVERDUE FEE IF THIS BOOK I 
NOT RETURNED TO THE LIBRARY O 
OR BEFORE THE LAST DATE STAMPE.. 
BELOW. NON-RECEIPT OF OVERDUE 
NOTICES DOES NOT EXEMPT THE 
BORROWER FROM OVERDUE FEES. 




